CHAPTER IV
INDIA

DOUGLAS'S sister Henrietta came for a week to Radway
Grange, and we stayed a few days at Princes Gate, her
London house, before starling for India. Henrietta travelled
with us to Paris and saw us off for Marseilles. She felt her
brother's marriage keenly, but Douglas tried to tell and
show her that things between them would be unaltered.
Poor devoted sister, I was too young then to appreciate
what my husband's marriage meant to her, and sadly she
stood waving good-bye as the train took us off. Douglas
and I were so happy getting away, just we two, that I fear
at the time we thought only of ourselves.

We arrived at Marseilles in plenty of time for a good
breakfast, but like all women I began fussing about my
luggage, which was stupid of me, because on arriving on
the boat, Secrett (my husband's batman) had arranged our
bags. He knew exactly what was required of him, having
travelled so much with his master. The Vilk de la Ciotat
(Messagerie Line) was most comfortable, and all on
board, especially the captain, showed us much kindness.
He had arranged for our comfort two adjoining cabins and
another for our luggage. Being August, there were few
travellers, and we could enjoy ourselves without having to
take part in organised amusements. One passenger who
rather amused us was a priest who seemed somewhat
shocked each time we passed him on deck, often hand in
hand, but he was a kindly soul We shared at meals a
table with a Judge and his wife who both could only talk
French. Douglas loved watching the lady's appetite and
especially her liking for ices.